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Till Jove, no longer patient, took his time
To avenge with thunder their audacious crime ;
Red lightning played along the firmament,
And their demolished works to pieces rent.
Singed with the flames, and with the bolts trans-
fixed,                                                              200
With, native  earth their blood the monsters.

mixed;

The blood, endued with animating heat,
Did in the impregnate earth new sons beget;
They,, like the seed from which they sprung,

accursed,

Against the gods immortal hatred nursed ;         205

An impious, arrogant, and cruel brood,
Expressing their original from blood.
Which when the King of Gods beheld from

high,

(Withal revolving in his memory,
What he himself had found on earth of late,       210
Lycaon's guilt, and his inhuman treat,)
He sighed, nor longer with his pity strove,
But kindled to a wrath becoming Jove:
Then called a general council of the gods;
Who, summoned, issue from their blest abodes, 215
And fill the assembly with a shining train.

A way there is in heaven's expanded plain,
Which,   when   the   skies   are   clear,   is   seen

below,

And mortals by the name of Milky know.
The ground-work is of stars; through which the

road                                                                220

Lies open to the Thunderer's abode.
The gods of greater nations dwell around,
And on the right and left the palace bound ;
The   commons  where   they   can;   the nobler

sort,
With winding doors wide open, front the court